
The Hittorie of 

Hot/, My Liege,I did deny no prifoners, 

But J remember when the fight was done. 

When J was drie with rage and extreame toyle, 

Brearhlcs and f aint.leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a certaine Lord,neat and trimly dreft, 

Fi elh as a Bridegrootne,and his chin new reapt, 

Shewd like a ftubble land at harueft home: 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and histhumbehe held 
A pouncet boze,which euer and anon 
He gaue his nofe,and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

T ooke it in fnufte,and ftill he fmildc and talkt, 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He caldthem vntaughtknaues,vnmannerly, 

To bring a flouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 

He queftioned me: among thereft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe, 

I thenalfmartmgwithmywqundsbeingcold, 

To befo pettered with a Popingay, 

Out of my griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered negie&ingly ,1 know not what. 

He (hould, or he fliould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him fhine fo bri$ke,and fmell fo fweet. 

And talkefo like a waiting gentlewoamn, 

Of'Guns and Drums,and wounds, God faue the markc? 
A nd telling me thefoueraigneft thing onearth; 

Was Parmacity for an inward brufe, 

,4nd that it was great pitty,fo it was. 

This villanouS Saltpeter fliould be dig’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles Earth* 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly : and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would haue been himfelfe a Souldier. 

This bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indirectly (as 1 faid) 



And 


Henry the Fourth, 

And I befeeh you,let not this report 
Come currant for an accufacion 
Betwixt my loue,and your high Maiefty, 

S/»nt,The circumftaace confidered,good my Lord 
What er’e Harry Piercie then had faid > 

To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably die, and neuer rife. 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King, Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception. 

That we at our owne charge fliall ranfome ftraight 
His brother inlaw,thefooli(h Mortimer, 

Who in my foule hath wilfully betraide. 

The liues ofthofe,that he did lead to fight^ 

Again ft the great Magitian, damned Glendmer^ 

Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle of March, . 

Hath lately married? lhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haueloft and forfeited themfelues. 

No, on the barren mountaine let him tterue. 

For I fliall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue fliall aske me for one pennie coft, 

T o ranfome home reuolted Mortimer . 

Hot, Reuolted Mortimer ? ' 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraignc Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prouethat true. 

Needs no more but one tongue.- for all thofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke 
When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgie banke 
In Angle oppoiition hand to hand, 

H e did co nf on nd the beft part .of an houre 
In changing Iiardimentvvith great Glcndcwcr, 

Three times they breatlnband three times did they drinke, 

Vpon agreement °f fw.fti'^rajficud 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
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